COMMENTARY

Their syllabus of limitless anxiety and labour,

At first feel nothing but the gladness of their freedom,

Are happy in the new embraces and the open talk.

But liberty to be and weep has never been sufficient;
The winds surround our griefs, the unfenced sky
To all our failures is a taciturn unsmiling witness.

And not least here, among this humorous and hairless

people

Who like a cereal have inherited these valleys:
Tarim nursed them; Thibet was the tall rock of their

protection,

And where the Yellow River shifts its course, they

learnt

How to live well, though ruin threatened often.
For centuries they looked in fear towards the northern

defiles,

But now must turn and gather like a fist to strike
Wrong coming from the sea, from those whose paper

houses
Tell of their origin among the coral islands;

Who even to themselves deny a human freedom,

And dwell in the estranging tyrant's vision of the earth

In a calm stupor under their blood-spotted flag.

Here danger works a civil reconciliation,
Interior hatreds are resolved upon this foreign foe,
And will-power to resist is growing like a prosperous
city.
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